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I NCR EDIBLE! I TAKE A ONE DAY TRIP TO INNER BORNEO TO 
STUDY HEADHUNTING ANO WHEN I GET BACK LOOK WHAT S 
HAPPENEDI THAT SLIMY SNEAK, THE CRYPT-KEEPER. NOT 
SATISFIED WITH HAWING TWO LET- 
TER PAGES IN HIS INFERIOR RAG 
TO MY ONE IN MY SPLENDI- 
FEROUS PUBLICATION. SNEAKS A 
POETRY PAGE INTO MY BOOK ON 
TOP OF THAT I THIS TIME I'M REAL 
LY STEAMEDI I DONT WANT TO 

TALK ABOUT IT ANY MOREI BUT 
ONE DAY .. OH, ONE DAY. POW' 



THE TRAGEDY OF FRANKENSTEIN 



reason we encourage young readers to share their E C. 
reading experiences with their folks. 

Following are some heavily-edited thoughts from a 
detailed section in Mr. Twitchell s book. Dreadful 
Pleasures: An Anatomy of Modern Horror, published 
by Oxford University Press. In it he makes some in- 
teresting observations about the building of the 
Frankenstein monster legend.) 

Every creature from the mythic black lagoon who 
wants to survive in retellings keeps his eye on only a 
few victims, a well-chosen few, a few chosen by the 


important 

Frankenstein monster, 
inarticulate as he now appears: in fact, before 
Hollywood lobotomized him, he was far and away the 
most erudite of monsters, birthed from a specific work, 
(continued on inside back cover) 


by Jim IWitchell 


the 
in- 
most modem horror films— the 
many parents today— Is not what 
reprints are all about. It la for that 


To understand what is going on in traditional horror 
we need to forget the victim's plight for a moment and 
just watch the monster. For what we will find is that while 
humans make mistakes, monsters never do. The vam- 
pire is never confused about whom to seduce: the 
— *" “ r never clubs 
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HEH HEM ? 'SEW' MICE TO SEE TOO AS AIN f SINCE THE LAST TIME WE ,, 
MET I'VE SPENT A GREAT OEAL OP TIME PROWLING THROUGH MT PRIVATE 
COLLECTION OP HORROR TALES THAT I KEEP HERE IN THE VAULT AND 
I VE REALLY COME UP WITH A DOOZYf THIS STORY TAKES PLACE IN 
THE YEARS JUST BEFORE WORLO WAR I.ANO TELLS A TERRIFYING 
YARN THAT OCCURRED IN ONE OF OUR NATION'S SWEATSHOPS' < 



X COULD DO WITH- 
OUT SAFE MACHINES. 
BUT X'M SURE WE 
DESERVE MUCH < 
BETTER LIGHTING ?K 
X'M Q0IN6 BLIND ? 


LASCH COULO DO IS 
, OIVE US SAVE ^ 
MACHINES TO l-,i 
WORK WITH ‘ 


A DAY, SIX DAYS A 
WEEK? AND ALL WE 
GET IS SIX DOL - ^ 
LAX S' ITS 1 

SLAVE LA BOX' A 


WELL, THEY 
I AREN'T? THIS 
. SWEATSHOP 
IS JUST ONE 

BIG DEATH 4 
^ TRAP' A 


IF WE ALL ) 
QUIT. <1 
THAT WOULD' 
Fll MR. 
LASCH? 


SHHH-H* 


X CERTAINLY A 
HOPE X'M AROUND ) 
WHEN IT MAP- <s 
PENS? X WOULDI/T 
MISS IT FOR TMEy 
WORLD.' S 




STOP FUN BUNS.' WHAT ARE 
YOU SO NERVOUS ABOUT?' BE 
CAREFUL, THERE IF YOU < 
RUIN ANY WORK, I’LL FARE 

tr our of tour salary ' 


Y-Y- YES, 
SIR. MR. 
LASCHf 


AND YOU' STOP WASTING TIME ' \ 
YOU'RE MAKINS ME LOSE MONEY' ] 
STUPID WOMEN... SIT HERE AND / 
•OSSIP ALL DAY LONG.' WELL. I 

WANT PRODUCTION.' Y'HEAR?: 


OUOHr 

Y-YES.MR. 

LASCH? 


’Jl DONTOARE.'. 

r IF YOU WANT S 
ANOTHER NEEDLE, 
YOU'LL HAVE TO 
RAY FOR IT * 


r WHAT?' WHAT'S N 
.THE MATTER WITH 
IyOU WOMEN ANY- 
WAY? CAN'T TOU / 
■ TAKE CARE OF 
ANYTHIN* 


MR. LASCH... 1 
IF YOU DON'T 
MIND, I NEED 
ANOTHER . 

SEWING fA* 
NEEDLE... ZAP 


NOW GET BACK TO WORK.' 
-.AND THE REST OF YOU 
STOP WASTING TIME' I < 
want PRODUCTION.' 
SET SUSY.' Y'HEAR ? 




MY HAND.' Y ‘°° D ^ 
MY HAND f A "**'"**, 

|H&UUU&i' / C shattered/ 
B WH r LOOK AT ' 
! HE S HAND.' 


MARTHA INJURED/ WHAT. /f MY 
HER HAND/ THE [ MACHINE IS 
MACHINE BROKE KbSOKEN? . 
DOWN/ SHE ^ 

SHOULD HAVE \ 

A DOCTOR... J irf / “ 


WHAT'S COINS 
ON HEBE*/. 


IT’S BAOLY 
HURT/ CALL 
A DOCTOR/ 


I DON'T CASE/ JUST BECAUSE MfT OH, MY 


YOU CLUMSY IDIOT/ what DO^ 
YOU THINK THIS PLACE IS, A PLAY- 
SOON ?f I PAY YOU TO PSOOUCE. 
NOT TO FOOL AROUND, DAMAGING/ 
~n my PSOPESTY/i 


CAN'T WORK IS NO REASON FOR THE 
PEST OF YOU TO STOP/ SET BACK 
■pj TO YOUS MACHINES/ J—TT+ 


BAH/ negligence/ if you think 

I’M GOING TO PAY TO HAVE THAT 
MACHINE REPAIRED, YOU'RE CSAZYf 
THE COST IS COMING OUT OF YOUS 

IQn SALARY/ n- f j — I I M tf tfi 


DON'T YOU COME WHINING TO ME T 
FOR SYMPATHY/ IT'S YOUR OWN 
FAULT FOR BEIN6 SO CASELESS / ’ 
IF YOU HAO BEEN PAYING ATTENTION 
TO YOUR WORK, IT WOULDN'T HAVE, 

MA happened/ 


r BUT, MR. 
LASCH, THE 
v MACHINE IS 
] SO OLD/ 
I I DIDN'T.. 




WELL, YOU CAN'T WORK ON ^ 
THE MACHINE, AND DON’T 
TRY TO TELL ME YOU HAVE 
TO 60 TO THE HOSPITAL ? t 
YOUR HAND IS ALL RIGHT ? I 
XtL PUT YOU ON THE -rffl 
SCRAP BOX ' 


' THE SCRAP 
BOX / OH. NO, 
y MR. LASCH.. 
PLEASE ? NOT 
THAT* MY 
L HANO... X 


NONSENSE.' I DON’T 'N 
WANT TO HEAR ANOTHER 
WORD t EITHER YOU WORK 
ON THE SCRAP BOX. OR 
X’LL FIRE YOU? ^ 


The SCRAP BOX was just what its name 
IMPLIES-. A BOX WHERE SCRAPS OF THREAD 
WERE THROWN FOR RE-USE? THE 6IRL WHO 
’WORKED THE BOX’ HAO TO SORT THE BITS 
OF THREAD, KNOT THEM TOGETHER, AND 
REEL THEM ONTO SPOOLS ACCORDING TO 
THE VARIOUS HUES... r- — - 


HEH, HEH ( NOW ISN’T MR. LASCH A NICE, ” 
LIKEABLE EMPLOYER? I BET HE’S THE KIND 
OF PERSON YOU’D JUST LOVE TO GO TO ^ 
WORK ON? ER...X MEAN, GO TO WORK 
FOR' HEM, HEH? WELL, LET’S GET^^M 
ON WITH THE STORY? AS THE 
SAYING GOES. .'YOU AIN'T SEEN 
NOTHIN- YET"? 


The SCRAP BOX was more of a punish- 
ment THAN ANYTHING ELSE, FOR THE ONE 
WHO 'WORKED* IT WAS FORCED TO SIT ALONE 
IN A CORNER, TO STRUGGLE WITH THE KNOT- 
TED, TANGLED THREADS. .AND VERY OFTEN 
THE GIRL'S FRAYED NERVES SNAPPED UNOER 
THE INTENSE STRAIN AND FRUSTRATION... 


WHAT ARE YOU GIRLS N. 
DOING AWAY FROM YOUR ^ 
MACHINES? YOU'RE HOLD- 
ING UP MY PRODUCTION.' [ 
AND WHAT’S THE 
NATTER WITH J 

. her? s' 



NERVOUS BREAKDOWN ? BAH f T EXCUSE ft 


QUIET/ SET BACK TO 


WORK, ALL OK YOU/ I'VE 
HAD ENOUGH OF THIS . 
LAYING OOWN ON THE H 
JOB/ BET BACK TO M 

■■ work'^^B 


IT'S JUST ANOTHER EXCUSE TO 
GET OUT OF 00IN6 HER WORK? 
THE LAZY. GOOO-FOR- NOTHING 
TRAMP/ n 


[he's inhuman/ 

CAN'T HE $«- V 

she's too sick a 


SET UR, rouf SET 
Ufif BET TO WORK / 
YOU'VE SOT TO • 
PRODUCE / 'HEAR/ . 


GET up, ISA/D' ™ 

DON’T YOU KNOW YOU RE 
COST! NO ME MONEY ff J 

GET UPf !—■ 


SNAP OUT OK IT / DON’T PUT ON 
AN ACT WITH ME/ YOU'RE GOING < 
I RIGHT BACK TO WORK, YOU LAZY.J 


WHY DOESN'T ) WE OUGHT TO DO 
HE LEAVE ^ SOMETHING T O ^ 
HER ALONE? Jf STOP HIM/ M M 


*(?/ THAT'LL 
ONLY MAKE 
IT WORSE rt| 
FOR HER f )U 


HEH...CANT/ 
CAN'T.. . ^ 

can't. . . | 
iSOS/: J 


I IBM I ONI* IO wunp, I' 

WORTHLESS THINS/ 






The nine maodeneo girls turned to the 

NOW COWERING MR. LASCH* HE SENSED THEIR 
HATE . -AND AS THEY RUSHED HIM, HE SCREAMCO- 


MY 900 f SMS’S SHE'S 

BEEN BUN OVEN VOEAO/ 
BY THAT CANY y\ m ^ 


| MR. LASCH KNEW 
'IT WASN'T SAFE TO 
LET HER OUT IN < 
HER CONDITION f ] 
IT'S MS FAULT f J 


STAY AWAY. 
STOP' Z'M, 
f SONNY / 1 
[ SONNY/ A 


MAKE N/M 






Mr. lasch stared 


With his feet hobbled and his hands sewn 

TOGETHER, HE STUMBLED CLUMSILY IN HIS FRANTIC 
ATTEMPT TO ESCAPE THE BLAZING INFERNO f 
SUDDENLY. HE STAGGERED INTO A ROW OF SHELVES. 


T HE GNARLED THREADS CASCADED UPON HIM, 
ENTANGLING HIM M A WEB OF HIS OWN MAKING'HIS 
PROGRESS STOPPED ANO HIS STITCHED FINGERS 
GROPED DESPERATELY TO FREE HIM OF THE ENTWIN- 


HEH , HEH, HEH? WELL. A STITCH IN TIME SAVES \ 
NINE... NINE C/RLS, THAT IS? HE WHO LASCH } 
LASCHT, LASCHT BEST, THEY SAY... BUT DON'T J 
ASCH LASCH, 'CAUSE HE AIN'T TALKIN'? OH, I ^ 
BET THAT GAG HEEDLEO YOU' ANYWAY, AT LEAST 

7 MR. LASCH WASN'T THREAD- 

/ SARE...WHEN HE DIED? , 
S. I HEH. HEH? NOW I'LL TURN % 
YOU OVER TO THE CRYPT- 
KEEPER, WHO HAS ANOTHER 
ONE OF HIS FAIRY TALES 
F0R y OU ? SEW. SEW LONG 
F0R NOW' MEM. HtH. HEH' J 




r READY FOR ANOTHER HAIR- RA/S/MS TERROR-TALE FROM MV VAST COLLECTION THAT I KEEP HERE IN MV 
CRTRTTOOOO! THEN COME INTO THE CRTPT OF TERROR/ SIT DOWN NEXT TO YOUR HOST- IN -HORROR... THE 
CRYPT-KEERER. .AND I'LL BEGIN THE BL OOO -CURDL IMS LITTLE YARN I CALL... 


.RWE SPRAWLS LAZILY ON THE ORNATE CHAISE 


LOUNOE THAT STANDS ON THE TERRACE OF HIS PENT- 
HOUSE APARTMENT/ HE SMILES UP AT THE BLACK, 
STAR- STUOOEO SKY ANO BRINS' YES.' LIFE KAO BEEN 
S OOO TO ERNIE MATTSON EVER SINCE HE’D BECOME 
MANASER OF THE NUOSON SOAP FACTORY. EVER 
SINCE POOR OLO BENNY ANDERSON ‘MYSTERIOUSLY 




E*Nlt SITS UP SUOOENLY. 

— - -yreH 


Across the thickly car- 
PETIO LIVING ROOM, INTO THE 
WOOER MlSTIC SEOROOM, ERNIE 

sprints ! quickly, he un- 
dresses ANO STEPS INTO THE 
RICHLY TILED SLACK 8ATH- 
ROOM... r— MJ— r 
yf THAT’S PUNHY t SHE ' 
m\ TOLD ME HER NAME ! OH, 
JBLV WELL, Z'LL think of J- 
IT... 4 fHAT TH£..? J± 


SPRINGING FROM THE 
WROUSHT IRON LOUNSE CHAIR, 
ERNIE DARTS THROUSH THE 
FRENCH OOOH6 INTO HIS 
LAVISHLY FURNISHED APART- 


STARINS AT HIS WA- 


CRIPES t r ALMOST FOP60T / 
r HAVE A DATE WITH THAT 
SHOW 6/PL TONIGHT f X'VE 
JUST ENOUGH TIME TO . . 

SHOW£P ANO OP ess ' ■ 


LET'S SEE! WHAT THE HECK 
WAS HER NAU£f £ CAN'T 

P£H£MB £P f ^ 


Ernie dons a robe and crosses the liv 
INS room to the neat little kitchen' 

HE SWINSS OPEN THE PANTRY DOORS, HIS 
EYES SEARCHINS THE CAN-LINED SHELVES .. 


HOW CAN £ TAKE A SHOWER WITHOUT 
ANY SOAP f WONDER IF THERE'S 

. AHOTH£P CAKE IN THE yp^T 

PANTRY f -- 


THAT'S A HECK OF A NOTE! ' 
H£. THE A tAHA6£P OF THE 
HUDSON SOAP FACTOPY... 
WITHOUT A CAPS OP SOAP 
/H TH£ HOUS£. . EXCEPT.. . 
. £XC£PT... 


NE MAKES HIS WAY SLOWLY TO A SMALL 
CABINET IN THE LIVINS ROOM ? FROM A RING 
OF KEYS, HE SELECTS ONE ANO CAREFULLY 
INSERTS IT INTO THE LOCK ON THE CABINET 
OOORf THE DOOR 8WINBS OPEN ? THE CAB- 
INET IS FILLED WITH SMALL RECTANSULAR 
PACKAGES- —MWr 

-EXCEPT FOR TH£S£ BARS OF SOAP* 

X...X NEVER /HT£H0£0 TO USE 
■ — ——-ttY TH£S£ f 


AH-Mf WHAT DO I CARE MOW, B£NHY f 
Z SOT YOUR JOB! NO ONE'S THE WISER? 
WHAT'S THE USE OF HANSINS ON ^ 




AS ERNIE SHUFFLES BACK ACROSS THE PLUSH 
LIVING ROOM. UNWRAPPING THE CAKE OF SOAP, 
THE SOUNO OF A TRUCK HORN BELCHES UP 
FROM THE STREET BELOW f THE SOUNO IS A 
FAMILIAR ONE TO ERNIE ' THREE TEARS AGO... 
WHEN HE FIRST STARTED TO WORK AT THE HUD- 
SOAP FAC TORT,. .IT ME AMT.. ■ fT ^«ya"MP’WW| 
HEY, ERNIE • LET'S ||/yES, MR™ 
80 f ANOTHER MT ANDERSON ( 


QENNY ANDERSON WAS MANAGER OF THE 
FACTORY BACK THEN f ERNIES JOB WAS TO 
UNLOAD THE TRUCKS HEAPED HIGH WITH 
SCRAP MEAT THAT HAD BEEN COLLECTED 
FROM BUTCHER SHOPS AND RESTAURANTS 
THROUSHOUT THE CITY t ERNIE MATED THE 


CHOKE ...PNEWf LORD, 
THIS STUFF STINKS' 


HOnKK / 


LISTEN. YOU! 
CALL ME MR. 
ANDERSON. 

SEE t CUT 
VTHAT 'BENNY* 


r OKAY... 
MISTER 

ANDERSON. 


YEAH, BENNY f 
1 SHE'S FULL? 

> AND THE 1 
SCRAPS-RE I 


ERNIE' WHEN YOU 
BET THROUGH WITH 
... WITH...S'MATTER, 
KID? YOU SICK?,/ 


The renoins vats were huge cauldrons 



The Complete (||) Library 


If you like the book you re holding, then you II love this comprehensive collection of every 
E.C. New Trend and New Direction comic book, packaged in 13 deluxe, slipcased sets, 
as Illustrated above. 


These oversized, 9 " x12 sets consist of 53 hardbound books. Smythe-sewn for durability, 
and printed in black and white, so the fine craftsmanship of the E.C. artists can be studied 
and enjoyed to its fullest. All covers are in brilliant full color! 

Because of the care and expense that goes into producing each set, the retail price ranges 
from $50, for the two-book sets, to $110 for the five-book sets 

These books are not sold in chain bookstores, but are available only from the publisher 
and selected comic book specialty shops. For complete information, write to: 


Russ Cochran, Publisher P.O. Box 469 West Plains, MO 65775 







Then the water was orained 
OFF FROM THE BOTTOM OF 
THE MASSIVE BOILING KET- 
TLES, AND THE REMAINING 
MOLTEN FATS AND OILS WERE 
SAPONIFIED -mmm 


The raw soap was per- 
FUMEO AND RUN OUT ONTO 
COLD ROLLERS WHERE IT 
SOLIDIFIED? THE HARDENED 
SOAP WAS THEN FLAKED OFF 
THE ROLLERS AND PRESSED 
INTO THE fAMlLIAR S OAP 
CAKE B— P— 


C'MONf LET'S KEEP IT « 
M0V/N6f LET’S GET THOSE 
CAKES TO THE WRAPPING . 
^^_MACHIN£' 


J.T LOOKED LIKE ERNIEb MOVED UP ABOUT 
AS HIGH AS HE COULD GO IN THE FACTOR V t 
AS OLD MR. HUDSON PUT IT,,, 


gUT IN SPITE OF BENNY ANDERSON’S CON- 
STANT NAGGING, ERNIE CONTINUED TO 
ADVANCE HIMSELF IN THE HUOSON SOAP 
FACTORY ? SOON, HE BECAME ASSISTANT 
MANAGER... 

'SO NOW YOU'RE MY ^ J DON'T WORRY. 
ASSISTANT. EH, ^ (BENNY? I KNOW 
ERNIE ? WELL, YOU’D J( YOU’D LIKE TO GE 
BETtER KEEP ON J^RID OF ME? 

, THE BALL / _^»g|fcwv 


SURE, ERNIE ? I KNOW YOU’RE 
A CAPABLE WORKER? BUT WHAT 
CAN X DO? ANDERSON’S JOB . 
WOULD BE YOUR NEXT STEP... ■ 
BUT HE'S NOT LEAV/N6 / 


ERNIE MADE UP HIS MINO' HE WAS GOING TO 
KILL BENNY ANDERSON? IT WOULD BE EASY... 
VERY EASY ? ONE NIGHT.. AFTER THE FACTORY 
WAS DESERTED... ERNIE RETURNED* BENNV’O 
STAYED TO CHECK THE INVENTORY... 

WHAT WAS THAT? WHO... WHO'S THERE ? 
OH... IT’S TOUT WHAT ARE YOU DOING ...HERE... 
THIS TIME O Y .. . ERNIE f WHAT ARE ^ 

“-■ YOU DOING WITH THAT KNIFE ? 


The olo man was right? benhy’d been 
THERE FOR YEARS? HE WASN'T LEAVING? 
ERNIE’D NEVER BECOME MANAGER UNLESS 
^^NLESS SOMETHING HAPPENED 
TO HIM? WHAT IF HE. ..JUST... 
DISAPPEARED ? 




AFTER THE WATER CAME TO A 
BOIL, AND THE FATS AND OILS 
GATHERED ON THE SURFACE, 
ERNIE OPENED THE DRAIN-OFF 
VALVE AND THE RENDERED 
REMAINS OF BENNY ANOERSON 
WERE RUN OFF INTO THE WASTE 
BINS WHERE THEY MIXED WITH 
THE REST OF THE OAY*S REN- 


' 7 .. AND WHEN YOU DON’T SHOW 
UP FOR WORK FOR A FEW 
DAYS, I'LL BE MANAGER / 
OF THE HUDSON SOAP 

FACTORY? jm/wgtuMl 


THERE'LL BE NOTHING LEFT 
OF YOU WHEN T. M THROUGH, 
BENNY' 


"TOMORROW MORNING, BRIGHT 
AND EARLY, THEY'LL EMPTY 
THIS BIN ANO CART IT 
V away... 


At FIRST. ERNIE'D PLANNED OH OESTPOY/NG 
THE BARS OF SOAP THAT HAO BEEN MAOS 
FROM BENNY* DISMEMBERED CORPSE... BUT A 
WEIRO. STRANGE FASCINATION MAOE HIM 


■ HEH, HEH (LOON AT YOU, BENNY? 
LOOK AT YOU NOWf JUST A COUPLE 
DOZEN CAKES OF SOAP? 


r HERE'S TO YOU. BENNY i 
THANPS...TOK EVERYTHING? 




ISUOOCMir, CARIf 4 * CYt* tttlN 
TO ITCH 1 FOOLISHLY, HC LIFT® 
[* 80* PY HAND TO Rtl* THEM 


FOAMY L»THEK 




T« SOAR IN HI* *Yt* It Ll*( AGIO' TNt I 
FAIN It CXCRUCI ATIN9 f IRNII OROFS TNI IAN I 
OF *QAF...RSACNIN* FOR TNI FAUCIT. . J 

V ur e res ' r Herne burning ' J| 


Sunoco, crnik fumrlis for tnk faucita/ 


ON. LORD? THAT'S TH£ COL, 
wAtt* rve SMUT OFF? 


irs too mot * nr 


OWWWf ON AT IT: 

eres f oust oft out of hfnf 





Ernie lays sprawleo on the smooth floor of 

THE STALL SHOWER.. HIS RIGHT LEG HORRIBLY DIS- 
|tqrteo and TWISTED., , - p r— -iia ' T ^ 

WOT Mr L£G/ ITS broke*' 


The scalding shower or hot water pours oown 

UPON THE CRUMPLED SCREAMING FIGURE 




Ernie, his eyes tortureo with the burning soai 

SUDS. ..HIS LEG PAINFULLY BROKEN ...THE SCALOING 
WATER STREAMING OOWN ON HIM .TRIES IN VAIN TO 
REACH FOR THE SHOWER DOOR? HE CANNOT LOCATE 
ITT (T LIES A)ST BEY Q NO HIS GROPING FINGER TIPS... 


Slowly, the steaming water begins to fill up 

STALL SHOWER. RISING UP THE THRASHING FIGURE 
UNTIL IT REACHES HIS BEET-RED FACE... 


HEM, HEH? YEP? ERNIE BUS LATE 
FOR MIS OATE THAT NIGHT? WELL... 
THAT'S WHAT HAPPENS WHEN A 
MURDERER WANTS TO COME CLEAN 
SO BENNY FINALLY WORKED HIM- 
SELF INTO A LATHER ANO GOT MIS 
REVERSE, EM? ALL I CAN SAY IS 
MORE POWDER to HIM.. SOAP , 
\ POWDER, THAT IS.* 


\ LOOK? THAT 
) BAR OK SOAP f \ 
'(TS STUPE /MB . 
VP THE DRALNfi 



HERE'S A TALE THAT’S A REAL HAIR-RAISER? 

IT OUGHT TO RATE TOPS WITH YOU? I CALL IT. 


HIS FORMER SOSS-.TNC PLANTATION OWNER, EMIL 
DUVAL 1 A TINY WMISP OF SMOKE ORIFTEO UPWARO 
FROM THE SLACK MUZZLE OF THE AUTOMATIC THAT 
'RCO'.NELO FIRMLY IN MIS NANO. . STILL POINTED 
AT THE PEAP FRENCH PLANTER. ■ . 


THAT TAKES CARE OF YOU, DUVAL f 
HOW FOR THE PEARL . 



Behino the red-headed muroer- 


Red held the velvet-black 
sphere op bo THAT THE LIGHT 
FROM THE KEROSENE LAMP DANCED 
OVER rr» GLEAMING SO APACE . . 

finally THE BLACK PC AM. 

IS Mine' LOOK AT IT, KULO/ THERE 
IS MO PEARL /M THE WHOLE 
WORLD LIRE THIS ONE / ^ ^ 


The door of the safe 

OPENEO , ANO 'RED' REACHED 
III. 1 


J FOUR YEARS /‘YE 
WAITED.' POUR YEARS. 
AMD NOW IT'S MIME 


PUM- i nr.u. > n^T rru 

LEFT TO SIX... RI6HT 
^AGAIN TO TEN... j 


The cowering native stareo at the pearl 

FROM HIS HIDING PLAOC IN THE SHADOWS' THE 
WHITES OF HIS EVES SHONE BRWMTLV..REFLECT- 
INS THE SLOW OF THE FLICKERING LAMP... 


The native shuffled forward... his eves 

BLUED TO THE SMALL BLAOK SPHERE THAT 
'RED' HELD BETWEEN HIS FINGERS*' HE 
STUDIEO IT FOR A MOMENT,. .THEN EXCLAIMP 
COMEi MISSAH BOOKLET f V TEAH. KULUrLET'sli 
WE SO NOWr BOAT V\ MV BUSINESS HER 
READY/ WE SO... fVV '» FINISHED .' 
HURRY-HURRY' 


DUVAL IS DEAD.' STOP CRINGING 
LIKE A FRIGHTENED MONKEY? OOME 
OUT OF THERE f HERE. LOOM AT 
fcTTf MY BLACK PEARL .' 


[Buckley climbed into the outrigger and ' 

1KULU SHOVED OFF INTO THE ONCOMING SURF. 


GOT ENOUGH FOOD 
ANO WATER . KULU * 


TESSA, MISSAH!’ 
GOT PLENTY... 




RC0O WAITES THREE MONTHS IN BANGGAI FOR OUVAL 
TO SHOW OP? HE'D SPENT ALMOST A YEAR TRACING 
THE PAPULOUS SL ACK PE ARL TO THIS FRENCH PLANTER 
'"'you SURE ME'LL^Vy' I'M TELLIN' YUH~ MR BUCKLEY 
•E HERE? IT'S BEEN H. DUVAL COMES DOWN MERE 
ALMOST THREE MONTHS ? ) FROM MIS ISLANO TO DOT ■ 

m T PROVISIONS REGULARLY? I 

DON'T UNDERSTAND WHY HE 

p 11 *INT BEEN MERE . OM-OH? ] 


THERE SHE IS, MR BUCKLEY' )( LOOKS OKAY. MR. 
THAT'S MY PLANTATION' yV, DUVAL? - 


0UVAL*S PLANTATION WAS LOCATED 
ON ONE Of THE MANY ISLANDS THAT 
MADE UR THE GROUP KNOWN AS THE 
SOELASf THE PLANTATION ITSELF 
WAS WORKEO BY NATIVES OF THE 
S URROUNDING ISLA NOS- . 

( itTes good to ^W^ rrs oooo\ 

\ HAVE A WHITE I TOSS L 
HAN ON MATUAH ^ HERE. ^ 
>- AGAIN' , OUVAL ? 


Duval* o been thrilled at 

HAVING ANOTHER WHITE MAN 
ON THE ISLANO WITH MIM?HE'0 
J UMPED AT THE C HANGE - 
/CHSSS, DUVAL? V 'OlTRE^' 
OM.YEAHf I HIRED, 

Play A FAIR M'SISU* ' 


/I'D LIKE A \ 
ISOS, MR. OUVAL? 

I'LL 00 > 

.AHYTHIHSf A 


Duval’o been sick with some trorwal disease? 

THAT WA5 WHY HE'D BEEN DETAINED BETTING OOWN 
TO BANGGAI? AMO THAT WAS WHY IC'D MIRtO RED? THE 
FEVER'D LEFT HIM WEAK? RED COULO TAKE OVER THE 
PHYSICAL WORK OF RUNNINS THE PLANTATION FOR 




Kuui'd PLEADED WITH red to let him stay? HE 
WAR TED TO SE RED'S SERVANT ? RED 'D FI HALLY 6IVCM IN - 
I''* 3KAY.KULU? TOO CAN STAY? '^fvAMSAH, MISSAH? 
BUT KEEP OUT OF MY HAIR, SEE® YAHSAH? 


YEAH, DUVAL? 


WELL, M'SIEUf NOT ONLY 
HAVE I SEEN ONE... A 
-il OWN ONE? 


OH.NO.M'SIEU* THE PEARL IS ' 
WORTH A FORTUNE fat ARE 
TWO MEN ALONE OH THEES < 
ISLAND? IT WOULD BE FOOL/9N 
FOR ME TO TELL YOU WHERE J 
I KEEP IT? NOT THAT I 
fc DON’T TRUST YOU... Tr= 


' OH..YEAH? I® 
DON'T BLANE 
) YOU, DUVAL? 

I'D DO THE 
SANE THING f 
FORGET IT Fa 




HiiiiiiTM 



r TEU. TOO WNA*\ 
DUVAL.' YOU MOLD 
► A SUM cm me ALL 
THE WHILE' THEM 

i won't rnr a m-, 

s '— , THINS i , — r^k 


Another team'd some by before 

RED'D FI N ALLY FOUND O UT. 

'SEE THAT PICTURE. .. 

.THERE ON THE WALL, 
^tM'SIEU? ^ 


YEAH? 


But reo'o gotten the information he'd wanted 

HE'D MEMORIZED THE COMBINATION OF THE SAFE' 
NOW, ALL THAT WAS LEFT WAS TO MAKE ARRANGE- 
MENTS FOR A GETAWAY 

WHAT WOULD~Z DO. KULU, IfYtAKE MISSAH DUVALV 
I WANTED TO SET AWAY FROM J MOTOR LAUNCH, 

THIS PLACE AND SET TO rf MISSUH BUCKLEY.' y' 
r BANGGAI? - *<^> / l THASHOWHESO / 
ALLA TIME 


P EARL.. , 

^rS BEAUTIFUU 1 
Duval' looks 
LIKE IT'S WORTH 
k A FORTUNE f a 


EVERYTHINS WAS *ETt RED'D WAITED FOR THE 
ANNUAL STEAMER TO COM E TO SANSSAi f THEN.FOUR 

days ~ - *-■ 

^tfp*^ET THAT OUTRIGGER, KULu7\ AeS8AhTV\ 
0 WE'LL NEED IT... TONI6MT/ 7 V NISSAN.' 


f r COULD TAKE YOU 
THERE IN NATIVE 
CANOE. . . MISSAH .' i 
TRIP LONS.. . THREE J 
\ DAYS MAYBE.. J-A 


NO.KOLU/ I MEAN IF X > 
WANTED TO GET TO BANGGAJ, 
SECRET L r . . WITHOUT f'f 

ATTRACTING ATTENTION? J 







S HATTER, KULU» YOU SOPE 
AT ME? DON'T WORRY' X’LL 
PAY YOU OFF IN BANSSAI 1 
X'LL TAKE GOOD CAPE 
OF YOU f X?IL.. HUH/ JW 


X DON’T KNOW WHY YOU 
MUN6 APOUND A* LONS 
AS YOU 010, RULUf X ■" 
TREATED YOU PPETTY A 
POUCH SOMETIMES f f 


LOOP AT IT, KULU f TNI 
NO PEA PL IN THE WM 
WOPLO like THIS ONE 
£ WORKED LONS. TOO.. 
POOP Y£APS~, TO 
DET IT f 


Faintly, dut browing ever steadily 
LOUDER... THE THROR Of DRUMS DRIFTED 
ACROSS THE TOSSINS SLACK EXPANSE ... 


The island loomed ur before them' the 
FIRES LIT UR THE BEACH... ILLUM I MATINS THI 
BLEAMINS, 0ANCINS FIGURES* BUCKLEY SRUN 
AROUND f KULU STOOD OVER HIM... THE 
MACHETE IN HIS HAND REFLECTING THE FIRE- 
LIGHT.. - F ' , 

KULU/ MY 600 f 
WHAT APE YOU 
60IN6 TO OOP / 


WHAT* THAT. KULU > DPUMSf NATIVE 
DPUMSf WE’RE HEADED TOWAPD THEM ' 
KULU! WHEPE APE YOU ^ 

^ TAKING H£ ? ^ . 


WAIT LONS TIME 
; MISSAH BUCKLEY 


THE 6RINNING NATIVES 
SATHEREO AROUNO KULU 
AS HE HELD THE HEAD WITH 
THE PED HA IP MISH FOR 
ALL OF THEM TO SEE? ANO 
AS THEY OSLED AT IT, HE 
BRASSES (IN HIS NATIVE 
TONtUEl— 

r up ee ye aps r *A/r...'m 

ANO NOW. IT IS MINE / \ 

THERE IS NO HEAD IN ALL M 
THE SOELA8 LIKE THIS 
ONE / 


HEH, HEM' VER, KIDDIES f >. 
THAT’S THE STORY 1 RED 1 
DION-T USE MIS MEAD f W . 
HE MAD. HE WOULD HAVE j 
PEAL U ED THAT HE AND / 
KULU WERE WORMIN' THE < 
SAME PACKET... SBTTINS \ 
INTO A ROSITION OF TPUST 
IN ORDER TO SET SOMETHING 
they WANTED/ 

WELL, THEY BOTH f 
TC jAl ■‘JCCEEOED ONLY 
* UUJ W*E JUST A 
|&|QCfV\\LITTLE AHEAD „ 

wastm*' ™ e same.' i 

lK’Jhffl ( |KAND NOW. X’LL V 
iwfl l TURN YOU OVER TO 
THAT HA8, THE 
llMi OLD W/TCH FOR 
AftflAtll hep hop pop , 


YAAAAA ■ 



The VAULT-KEEPER’S CORNER 


Tb, my bedeviled geek-a-zoidsl Lookey here what 
the oM Vault-Keeper has had to put up with since 
last we visited. Some of you letter writers ere 
downright sick. Plaase, perk yourselves on s nice 
damp slab and help yourselves to a piping hot 
flagon of bat squeezln's whils we weds through this 
iesue's slough of despond: 

Dear Vault-Keeper, 

I have numbers one and two of your cornice They 
are cooil "8tar Ught. Star Bright/' "Mnoke Wrings.'' 
"Silver Threads Among the Mold." "ttrlpty mm 
Hunger." "This Tttek'l K* You." "MkWght Mesa" and 
"Bedtime Gory" were COOLI I cen t wait for future 

Pokomy 
sen. 00 


this VauMI Ae a matter of fact, it's downright freez- 
ing In hersl Fortunately, the Old Witch and I haven't 
had nerve endings for so long that It doesn’t really 


Osar VhuH-Keaper. 

I don't Uhe starting off my letters on a sentimental 
note, but I LOVE YOU GUY8! I think you’re right V.K., 
why does CK. get ail the fame? He even has a TV 
show named after him. Personally, I think you are the 
boat host, with your mixture of wit and delightful can- 
rtbiHstln recipes, It's a< so. . .so. ■ .tantffamgl By the 
way. oould you make a recipe for a young. sUghtty 
overweight. 13-year-oid boy? I have this brother, you 
see. Perhaps the Old Witch has something she'll 

at ' am Stephen Fazio 

San Diego, CA 

The OMWHch gave me a few recipes ae per your 
request. “Sizzlin’ Tosdie on s Stick” sounds good, 
but It’s awful greasy. (It couM make you break- 
out. . but there wouldn’t be much point In that 
unless you were In prison, eh?) Of course I oouM 
suggest s personal fevortte," Brother’s Brisket,” 
wfSSt is battered and deep fried. It's very fWktg but 
a lot of work, feu might want to let the that goof 
of a brother of yours live and get him addicted to 
ourdnaMMmic books. Than you’d have something 

Dear Vhuff Koopnr 

Once again you've proved your superiority over the 
boring Crypt-Keeper. But praising you is not why I’m 
writing this letter. Ijuethadto voice my opinion con- 
cerning the myth that the Old Witch la a better taient 
than you arel If anyone thinks that you are not on the 
same wmreiength as the OW Witch, then they are men- 
tally m They should be locked up in one of your dreary 


vaults, then you can torture them untk you get the 
truth out. The truth being you're the greatest dead 
storyteller anyone ever knew! 

Tasmanian Devil 
Philadelphia. F* 

Oh stop! (Oushll) I only do what any self- 
respecting Vault-Keeper does, and that’s tall bet- 
ter stories than anyone, alive or deadl 

Dear Mwtt Koepor 

The revival of your mag is the best thing that has 
happened In years. I'm a 24-year-oW EC. fanatic. I’ve 
acquired some of the original mags and purchased 
a hardback volume. Not only are you pleasing to old 
fans, but you’re getting new ones tool 80 for some 
of us the stories are new. By the way V.K.. I as# you 
don't have Drusilta around the Vault anymore. Need 
another lady to take her place. tsN. grotesque, and 
classy? (Hint, hint!) See ya next month! Oh. and 
remember that C K. and O.W. can't come dose to 
YOUR finessal It's the host of the stories that help 
make them so entertaining to us fiend fanel 

Laura Martin 
Aurora. IL 

P .8 : I mix wonderful Bat Bites and Bloody Marys! 

Thanks a gfoto for your kind words, Laura! I do 
Rks Moody Marys, but my fevortts drink Is Boil-Her- 
M sha re with a twist of spins. (My chiropractor 
raoommandsd W) Ws. DnisIH. Is gone It teems, k’s 
so hard to keep good help alive these days. I win 
consider your offer, though. Of course, you couldn’t 
possibly be “classy” and still work for me! 

^wae reading your first mag. and you screwed up! 
Hal Hal In "Smoke Wrings" you misspelled "gaily." 
I hope you know you put "galy" in your mag. HA! HAI 
HOf tou also printed Laura when her name was Lor- 
ns. HAI HAI HAI 

Arnold. MO 

P. 8 .: I hope the old Crypt-Keeper finds this funny. 

Wow, Abe, what eyes you got! I guess some peo- 
ple have a pretty low threshoM when H comes to 
humor! HA! HAI I guess I was thinking of Laura Mar- 
tini HAI HAI Hope our next issue n ' " 


your heed off! HA! HA! Anyway, as k 
READING our fine magazine, find all 


J our fine magazine, fl 

you want, we’ll make more! HA! HAI 
Ahem! Before we start having too much fun hare, 
I think now is s good time to sign off for this Issue. 
As the rock said to the moss on his back, “Thanks 
for 'Lichen’ mel” If you’ve found that I’ve grown 
on you, don’t hesitate a moment; grab s hunk of 
parchment and drop a line to: 


The Vault-Keeper’s Corner 

P.O. Bo* 2079 • Prescott, AZ 86302 • (602) 776-1300 


A RARE E.C. OFFER 


Seventeen years ago a small publishing company called East Coast Comb reprinted a number of the original E C ’s 
In full color as regular 32-page comic books. Without national distribution the market was not able to sustain their con- 
tinuation. Shortly after they ceased production we bought the remaining small inventory, realizing they would become 
real collector’s Items someday. With the return of E C. through Gladstone, that day has cornel None of these 1973 and 
74 reprints is scheduled to be duplicated by Gladstone before 1992 and some later than that. The Shock SuspenStories 
comics have no place on our schedule at the present time. The following are available individually or as a lot while the 
very limited supply lasts 



Fantasy] 


l 16. Sept., 1962 J8.S0 

Incredible Issue, with the first E.C story by A! Williamson, 
wno quickly became a favorite, and "The Martians." one 
of Wtallaca Wood's best. Also, a photo and biography of Joe 
Orlando, who draws captive earthmen In "8um Steer." 


□ The Haunt of FMr 12. Mar . 1962 $6.60 

Two rotting corpse stories highlight an issue of great art by 


d Fantasy 13. May. 1962. . 
issue with two tales lllustra 


including "Home to Stay." an unforgettable adaptation of 
two Ray Bradbury short stories. E C s science fiction and 
horror editor/artist Al Feldstein has a bio with photo 


G Crime SuspenStories 25. Oct.. 1964 $5.50 

ana lead deals with multiple murder; Reed Cran- 


□ Shock SuspenStories 12. Deo., 1963 $6.50 

Drug abuse is dealt with for one of the first times In com- 
ics in the powerful Joe Orlando effort. "The Monkey " Reed 
Crandall s The Kidnapper" generated mail from many 


Jack Kamans | 

(tail's story Involves a knife and some "cutting up" dunng 
a prison break: Bemle Kngstem s effort chronldes madness: 
and George Evens' yarn weaves brutal fiction of a sadistic 
police lieutenant. 


□ The Vault of Horror 26. Aug.. 

Putrid palpitations of a ghoul ar 
werewolves, walking corpses and a vooooo curse are all 


□ Shock SuspenStories 6. Deo.. 1662 $6.50 

One story each of crime, suspense, scl-fl and harror. plus 


a biography and photo of fan favorite Waky Wood Graham 
Ingeta illustrates a rare appearance of the Old Witch out 
stos the" - -• - 


id's "Under Cover" b a shocks! 

dealing with overt prejudice that was largely ignored b> 
society in the 1S60e. Great issue! 


□ The Haunt of Fesr 23. Jan.. 1964 $5.9 

Jack Kamen does one of his famous "Grim" Fairy Tale 
thta time a horrific version of Hansel and Greta!. A Oar 


brooding, beautifully drawn Jack 0 
werewolf story are also featured. 

□ A full set of the eight classics shown above, while aU are still available: $44.9 


INSTRUCTIONS: Prices quoted Include postage. List each comic on Individual orders by title and number of origins 
publication, as indtoeted above. Orders tor complete seta do not need to Mat the comice Each comic will be shipped 
individually bagged and securely wrapped. Make checks or money orders payable to Bruce Hamilton. Inc., and mdl to; 


Rare E.C. Offer • Bruce Hamilton • P.O. Box 4235 • Prescott, A Z 86302 






NEE. NEE/ WELL, THE FIRE'S LIT UNDER MV CAULDRON AGAIN SO COME INTO THE HAUNT OF FEAR f 
YEP... IT’S ME. . .THE OLD WITCH . . READY TO DUN OUT ANOTHER OF MY CRAFT COHCOCT/OHS OF 
CADAVEROUS COMROUHD/HCS OEALINQ WITH DISMAL OELV/MOS INTO THE DERRESS/VEf EVERYBODY 
RUDY » 8000/ THEN I’LL BEGIN THE MAO MORSEL OF MORBIDITY I CALL... 


ill rM mi it d JT s t 


Irma leecnman stared oown at the 6rave of her 

LATE HUSBANO.' A 8ROTESOUE SMILE CURLED OVER HERj 
HARD-LOOKING FACE* 1 THE SITING NOVEMBER WINO J 
SWEPT ACROSS THE MOUNDS OF BROWNING GRASS... A 
WHISTLING BETWEEN THE SILENT HEAOSTONES/ THERE | 
WAS A CRISP. CRUNCHING SOUNO ON THE GRAVEL PATH l 
BEHIND HER/ IRMA TURNEO. . >J 


7 ON/ r.-lAl AWFULLY l " Y THAT'S ALL RIGHT/ 
SORRY, MA’AM/ I DIDN’T A I WAS JUST LEAVING J 
MEAN TO. . . SIT ERR UPT. . . JMCT ANYWAY/ — « 


u JV9n t ,LL«v V*j 




If "" W SiuB lx ir f/ • 



' 'v W;V1 




Irma stifled the desire 

TO CIRCLE AT THE SENTI- 
MENTAL OLD FOOL? THIS 
MAS THE FIRST TIME SHE'D 
VISITED HERMAN'S SRAVE 
SINCE HIS- DEATH/ THE SAD- 
EYED MAN NOOOCO TOMANS 

MERMAN'S SRAM 

r M» HUS 8 AMD * Y OH? THAT'S^ 1 
DIED ASOUT SI* J WHY X HAVElfT 
MONTHS ABO* / SEEN YOU HERE 
I... I'VE BEENI BEFORE/ a 


YES * X FELT 
T £ BB/BL £ < 
ABOUT NOT ) 
k SEINE ABLE \ 
TO COME j 
FOR THE Si 
, LAST FIVE J 
MEEKS f A 


Sbood * i... X < 
J HAVE NOTHINfl ’ 
'I EFT NOW' THE 
HOUSE SEEMS SO 
..SO ENFTT WITH 
OUT HER* MNY, , 
SVEN THE € 
SERVANTS- ) 


YES* MY UHFEf 
SHE DIED ABOUT A ( 
MONTH A 60 / 
kl-..r COME HERE 
'£ VERY SUNDAY /a 


Servants / irna studies nm as he 

RAMBLED ON ASOUT HIS OEFANTEO ETHEL f 
HIS OVERCOAT MAS CASHMERE AND LOOK 10 


<HORNSBYf ROBERT > 
* HORNSBY/ AND TOO ARC 
’ .. .MRS. LEECH MAN . .X SEE 
SY YOUR HUSBAND'S TOMB- A 
STONE t J 


X...X KNOW-HOW 
I TOu . TEEL. MR- 


'if THIS cur's SOT SER- 
VANTS. ..vi MUST BE 1 
R/CH/C 


OH, MR. HORNSBY* YOU'R 
SO CLEVER... TO THINK OF 
THAT ( X WOULDN'T HAVE 
NOT IN A MILUON YEARS* 


Ttcur 



IrMA GAVE MR. HORNSBY 
T HI NAME OR A RESTAURANT 
Ml TOWN AND ME PASSED IT 
ON TO THE CHAUFFEUR? TNSV 
• MO INTO THE CITY IN 
BtlBNCE—IRMA ORINRIMB IN 
THE LUXURY OR THE CAR f 
•MEN THEY RULLID UR... 


J RIGHT, ALEX?' 
HOME. ..PLEASE? 


HI MUBT Bl 

, LOADED J 


Irma made ur her mino ribht then ano 
THERE THAT ROBERT HORNSBY.. .AMO HIB 
OOUSH— WIRE POR HER ? SHE THANKEO HER 
LUCKY BTARB THAT SHE'D SUDDENLY ROTTEN i 
THE BRIBHT IDEA TO VISIT HERMAN'S BRAVE 
THAT DAY f SHE'D DONE THERE ROR APPEAR- 
ANcrt BAKE-BO REORLE WOULO THINK SHE 
MAS NOURNINS FOR HIM. ..SO THEY WOULDN'T 

B U ERECT- — •) 

^TsO^TmET WON’T SUSRECT THE WW, 

> THAT X. MURDERED THE CRUM... ROR 

HIS INSURANCE.' i .1 ^fgjr 


The followinb Sunday, irma went again 
TO THE CEMETERY f AS SHE STOOD BEFORE . 
HER LATE HUSBAND’S BRAVE. WAITINB ROR 
ROBERT HORNSBY TO SHOW U* SHE SNEERED 

DOWN AT IT... ^ .... - 4 

fvOU ~NEVER WERe MUCH 6000 TO MI WHILE 
YOU WERE AUVE. HERMAN f MAYBE... NOW 
'THAT YOU'RE DEAO— YOU’LL BE SOME 8000 * 
APTEN ALL' IP Z CAN NOON ROBERT 
HORNSBY, zrLL BE SET EOR 






W HAH S' \ 



MY NEW ft 


H/O 

SUBSCRIPTION [ 



cop/es of 



jm THE E.C.- k 



GLADSTONE / 


Don't miss a single 
issue of the horror 
and science fiction 
titles you level Sub- 
scribe like the lucky 
kid up there. Every 
Issue will be sent to 
you in a plastic 
polybag with sturdy 
cardboard backing. 
Subscriptions outside 
the U S. will be ship- 
ped in manila envel- 
opes with oard board 
backing for extra 
protection. 




YOUR ' Jl TOOK OUT A \ 

INSURANCE? S POLICY.' I— I 
WHAT /wanted to leave 
INSURANCE 7 £ YOU PROVIDED ' 
FOR IN CASE ANY 
3^ ^•'thino SHOULD HAP- 

PEN TO «E r S 


‘LEAVE ME ALONE! 
THAT'S ALL YOU 
CAN SAY t YEAH' 
I'LL LEAVE YOU 
ALONE... WHEN 
f YOU'RE DEADf 


As IRMA WAITED FOR ROBERT 
HORNSBY. HER THOUGHTS WENT 
BACK TO THOSE MISERABLE 
YEARS WHEN SHE WAS MARRIED i 

JO HERMAN LEECH MAN ., „ , 

PLEASE 


LOOK ’AT THESE BILLS! 
ALL UNPAID AND I,, 
HAVEN'T BOUGHT A 
NEW DRESS IN r 
_ WORTHS f r -7 


1 WO REINS 
r'AS HARD AS 
\ CAN' LEAVE * 
ME ALONE , A 
HUH? rfdfl 


And then the opportunity^ come' she and 


That was all irma'd needed? the ioea that 

HERMAN HAD TAKEN OUT A LIFE INSURANCE 
POLICY IN HER NAME HAD BORNEO IN IRMA'S 

BRAIN UNTIL SHE'D. FINALLY DEC IDED— f a 

'l OAN'T STAND HIM ANY LONGER ' I'VE GOT 
■ TO GET RID OF HIM f l‘VE GOT TO MAKE 

IT LOOK LIKE AN ACCIDENT E -m 


HERMAN MAO GONE FOR A WEEK-END TRIP TO 
THE 3EACOAST' THEY'D STAVED IN A RUN-DOWN 
TOURIST HOME? ONE EVENING THEY'D GONE OUT 
WALKING ON THE LONELY CLIFFS... IN THE MOON- 





ThEY‘D CALLED HERMAN'S DEATH 


'WE'RE BOTH WHEW /ROBERT/ 
PEOPLE, IRMA / THERES ) ARE YOU 
NO REASON WHY WE 
SHOULD SO ON 
f BEING LONELY/ 


TO ME... 
HERE? 


YES, MR. • 
HORNSBY' 

, ANO HOW 1 
.ARE YOU i 
y TODAY* ‘ 


[So IRMA MOORED ROBERT HORNSBY f RMHT THERE 
•N FRONT OF HER HUSBAND'S ANO MIS WIFE'S BAMS 
THE PROPOSAL TOO* PLACE/ AS THEY TRUOBED 
OFF... ARM IN ARM. ..THE BRISK DECEMBER WIND 
SWEPT BETWEEN ETHEL'S ANO HERMAN'S BRAVE- 
STONES . . WHISTLING OVER THE BARE MOUNDS/ ANO 
YOU AND X. . . IF WE'D BEEN THERE. ..WOULD NAVE 
SWORN THAT THE WIND SOUNDEO LIKE WHISPERIMB 
... AS IF TNINBS OEEP IN THE COLO BARTH WERE 
W HIS Rem NS TO EACH OTHER... 


WHY NOT f I’M SURE ETHEL 
WOULO UNDERSTAND' SHE 
WOULON'T MIND / SHE'D 
WANT IT THAT WAV/ WILL 
YOU MARRY ME, IRMA? t 


OH, YES, ROBERT.' 

> YES/ XU MARRY, 


'Irma s/areo wide-eyed at the spiral staircase 

THAT ROSE FROM THE SLE AMINS FOYER AND WOUND 
UP TO A BALCONY HISN OVERHEAD/ SUODENlY.INBIOEj 
HER BRAIN, A THROBBING BEGAN . A SOUND LIRE < 
SURF POUNOINB A LONELY SEAOH BELOW STEEP CUFFS 


r ON, ROBER.' IT'S 

seAUTirvi / it. 
IT... GOOD 600 / 



u 

ggljH 

JL,.; 




IRMA'S CONSTANT REPRIMAND- 
ING AND ABUSE Of ROBERT 
CAUSED HIM TO DtCOMC NER- 
VOUS AND RUN-DOWR... AND • 
FINALLY TO FALL SERIOUSLY ] 

ILL , — - • 

P.. PLEASE , CdoN'T BE A FOOL,, 
, IRMA? C-.CALlS ROBERT? YOU'RE 
' ...DOCTOR >NOT SICK? MAT- 
HAWKS FOR. . f BE TOUR STUPID 
* yl' rflAEK-WIFE INDULSEO 


/ I HATE *v 
( SPIRAL STA/R- 
; CASES. J 
’ ROBERT... _ V. 
THAT’S ALL f 7k 


BUT, IRMA' 
1 DON'T 

, UNDER- 
STAND... 


Robert dasmeo out mi to tns blindinb * 
STORM? ME TOOK A CAR ARB BRIO MAOLT * 
TO THE CEMETERY WHERE HIS FIRST WIFE | 
LAY BURIED- WHERE HE'S MET ARO PROPOSED 
TO IRMA? AS HIS CAR SKIDOED TO A STOP, 
ROBERT FLUNS HIMSELF THROUGH THE DOWN- 




-ROBERTA CONE 


IrHEL' 


back/ WHERE 
ARE YOU 60/N6T 


ETHEL. 


The rain continued to pouno furiously on 

ROBERT'S PROSTRATE FORM? 8U00ENLY. HE 
WRITHED AS A FATAL HEART ATTACK WRACKED 
HIS BODY? THEN HE LAY OUITB STILL? THE 
RAIN LET UP SLIGHTLY? THE WIND CAME UP? 
THE WHIS PERINB SEEMED TO START ASAIN? 
TMEN-8 LOWLY... THE OOIINS MUD OF THE BRAVE 
SEEMED TO FALL IN ABOUT THE STILL FIOUR^ 


Robert splashed through the runnino 

RIVULETS THAT CASCADED BETWEEN THE 
BRAVEM0UND8 AND FINALLY REACHED ETHEL S 
BRAVE? HE HURLED HIMSELF FACE DOWNWARD 
UPON IT... MUSSING THE SOAKED GROUND..- sod- 

bin 

/FORGIVE ME, ETHEL? FORGIVE E 
Ami ■ ME FOR WHAT X‘VE DONE? -N 



The thing moveo towaro irma'i 

IT STANK FROM OOZING GRAVE < 
MUD ( CLODS OF RANCID CRAWL- i 
, ING ROTTED FLESH FELL FROM i 
ITS EYELESS FACE 


In hornbriar, irma paced the < 
HUGE MARBLE FOYER NERVOUSLY fj 
SHE SHUDDERED AS SHE STAREO > 
UP AT THE CU RVING SPIRAL - < 
STAIRCASE 


SUODENLY.IRMA HEARD FOOT- 
STEPS OUTSIDE THE HUGE OAK 
DOOR f THE KNOB RATTLED... 
S HE SWUNG IT OPEN * 

^/iT'S ABOIJTtTmETOU ^ 
fcAME BACK, ROBERT? YOU.Tj 

oh, nr eoo r — 


'VE GOT TO HAVEJ 

THAT MONSTROSITY TORN } 
DOWN f IT GIVES ME THE <- 
CREEPS... KEEPS REMINDING 
ME OF THE LIGHTHOUSE.'} 


HERMAN f NO f NO! 


I Behind the man-thino came the woman- . 

THING,' ITS HAIR WAS MATTEO WITH THE » 
'CEMETERY OOZE ... ITS CHEEKS SUNKEN... 

ITS WHITENED TEETH GRINNING IDIOTICALLY. 
ITS BONEY DECOMPOSING FINGERS REACHING— 


Irma rushed up the staircase? the things sloppeo 

AFTER HER' SHE TRIPPED. BRUISING HER FACE. BUT SOT 
UP QUICKLY ANO CONTINUED ON UP THE WINDING STEPS... 


GOOD LORD 
HELP ME r 


It was then, as irma tried to] 

OPEN ONE OF THE BALCONY C 
BEDROOM DOORS, THAT SHE l 
REMEMBERED WITH HORRIFIED . 

-^o^7oRD^7rs\ 

LOCKED.' 1 HAD 1 
THEM SEALED ^1 
SHUT f 


MEE.HEE / WHAT A RHETORICAL A 
QUESTION, EH.KIOOIES? WHERE ELSE . 
, DIO THEY COME FROM? WHERE DO 
l ALL WALKING CORPSES COME FROM f I 
FROM THEIR GRAVES. OP COURSE/! 
SO IRMA FINALLY HAO HER WIND- , 
UP... ON A WINDING STAIRCASE f 
HEE.HCE./ WELL.. .AFTER ALL.. . t 
SHE WASN'T EXPECTING HERMAN ' 
ANO ETHEL TO COME A-ROUND' , 


THE TWO ROTTEO BODIES ON 
THE BALCONY BELOW, ON THE . 
MARBLE FLOOR, WAS ALL THAT 
WAS LEFT. OF IRMA... ryL.-P 1 


BUT A FALL LIKE / AND WHERE 
THAT WOULDN'T / DID THESE 
HAVE DONE THIS i/WO OLD t 
TO HER . SMASHED ) CORPSES 
HER BOOr IN 7 COME / 

r PIECES / yy PROM?) 




(continued from Inside front cover) 
a gothic novel (Mary Shelley, 1818; revised in 1832). 
Most of what we know, however, comes from non-print 
media. The novel itself tells a confusing tale of a young 
man who creates a larger-than-life humanoid that then 
destroys much of the creator's family before 
presumably destroying himself. 

If you ask your local preteenager he will tell you 
Frankenstein is the monster, ft Is not. of course; it is 


Students of absurdities have a field day wondering 
how Victor could create a being eight feet tall from the 
body parts of ordinary men; how this creature could 
become fluent in English and French In less than a year; 
and exactly how the monster finds Victor's journal or 
a regular-sized cloak that just happens to fit someone 
of his prodigious size. In the story, coincidence Is taken 
Into the levels of dream life where, after all, Mary Shelley 
says the story was first enacted. 

Hidden under the ludicrous coincidences, however, 
Is a subtext of compelling interest that has nothing coin- 
cidental about it at all. A young man creates a being 
larger than life, then spurns his creation, making it 
monstrous, and “It" turns on him and his family. 
"Remember that I am thy creature,” says the monster. 
"I ought to be thy Adam, but I am rather the fallen angel, 
whom thou drivest from Joy for no misdeed " The novel 
is about the birthing of a creature who enacts a 
systematic ravaging of the Frankenstein family by the 
calculated destruction of certain people. But why 
should the story have held our Impassioned interest for 
so many generations? For a horror story to endure, it 
must not only be adaptable Into different media, it must 
also be appealing to either sex, expecially during 
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the protagonist. Although this confusion was already 
in place by the turn of the century, it was compounded 
by the Universal motion picture and its sequels. If you 
ask how the audience feels about the “monster” you 
will probably learn a very important fact. You will learn 
that this creature, far more than the other horror 
monster. Dracula. is really sympathetic. 

Frankenstein is, as George Levin has written in a col- 
lection of criticism appropriately entitled The 
Endurance of “Frankenstein” (1979), "one of the great 
freaks of English literature." 

Feminist critics have recently seen the novel as a 
"woman's book." Those who assert the impersonality 
of texts have countered that Frankenstein was publish- 
ed anonymously and the reviewers like Writer Scott 
were convinced it was not only written by a man, but 
that the man was Percy Bysshe Shelley, Mary Shelley's 
husband. Notwithstanding, the text itself is awkwardly 
written, with inconsistently plotted narrative and peo- 
pled with a host of seemingly superfluous cipher- 
characters. A young man, Robert Walton, writes to his 
sister a verbatim account of what a young scientist, Vic- 
tor Frankenstein, has accomplished in creating a 
“monster," who. In turn, has given young Frankenstein 
a verbatim account of what has happened to him dur- 
ing four years of the eighteenth century in Europe. 



adolescence. The young audience, the primary au- 
dience of horror art, is uninterested in specific sexual 
roles. 

(Twitched, Alumni Professor of English at the Univer- 
sity of Florida, goes on from this point in his book to 
Interpret the saga from both the male and the female 
point of view. It is recommended that readers who have 
not encountered Frankenstein in school go to their 
library, check out a copy and read It, not for the fast 
thrills of modem novels, but for the appreciation of 
glimpsing the roots of an enduring legend. 

—The Publishers) 
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